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and my doings. Silent is the tongue which
well knew how to hurl bitter invectives against
those v/ho spoke with the tongue of slander,
and stilled are the beatings of the warm, im-
pulsive heart which throbbed with pride and
joy unspeakable when any little success came
her laddie's gait.33
That Keir Hardie was always a realist, that he
suffered from no illusions or superstitions, he
owed to those parents of his. They were a clear-
brained, high-hearted pair. They talked about
death " as if it were an everyday incident in their
lives. . . . Had it been a visit to Glasgow, three
miles distant, they could not have been more un-
concerned. They never even referred to any
question of the Beyond.33
" Fear of death [their son mused] must have
been an invention of priestcraft. He is the grim
King for those who are left to mourn, but I
have not yet seen a deathbed, and I have seen
many, where the White Herald has not been
welcomed as a friend and cteliverer.33
That memory of the cold January morning
when he was setting off to the pit for the first time
dated back to his tenth year. For four years the
child had been picking up pennies - or shillings,
if he was in luck-to help his mother keep the home
together. Once at least it fell apart. Among
his childish memories was one of an eviction. He